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[ Vlewsénd Reviews in the World of ArtJ

By HENRY McBRIDE.

Artists, with reason, complain of this
time of dissensions, of unmiversal turmoil.
It is said that painting preeminently re-
Quires the peacefal olive branch. Hearts
which listen anxiously whether or not the
war trumfets somnd bsve certainly not
the necessary attemtion to give to sweet
music. The opera is listened to with deaf
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ears; the ballet s watehed with hut
partiai attention, “‘It is the fault of that
accursed July revolution,”’ sigh the ar
tists, and they forswear liberty and tire
some politica, which absorb everything and
everyone to their detriment.
Huxr, in Paris, 18001
HE artistic recompense from war is
sure, but the method and the time
of reimbursement sre uncertain. Only
the foolish will pretend to an exact knowl-
edge of the forms that the arfidtic ex-
pression of this war will take, bus the
wise at least know, and not alune from
reading Heine, that it will take form. That
inuy be cold comfort to the foolish, but it
is sufficient for those who have philosophy.

I put Heine's remark at the beginning
of this articles because it represents not
the final but the first effect of war upon
artists—it is almost an exact reproduction
of the sentiments one overhears to-day at
the Century, the Coffee House, at the
Players and at all other resorts for elderly
and successful artists—but it has nothing
in common wilh the feeling of the young
men who joyfully laid aside their sopbo-
moric college tasks for robuster duties
at the front and who are to be our artists
of the future. Heine, who knew by Ins-
tory other turmoils than the one in the
midst of which he wrote in 1831, knew
that the history of art (and of life) is
made up of periods of peace and periods
of war, and that as far as arl is con-
cerned the grealest of these periods are
those of war. I will give you his hand-
some reputation at the end of this little
bundle of quolalions (for I intend to
speak through others) so that an article
that starts off badly may buve u good
ending.

What we made from our civil war pic-
torinlly is bard to define. We made dis-
tinetly from it in litersture, simply be-
cause, I think, onr literature had been
longer and more firmly established than
our art had been. We will make again
inevitably in literature and probably defi-
nitely, sinee we are older at it, in the arts,

I have always felt, but cannot prove it,
thai the foundations of Winslow Homer's
strength were laid in his formative civil
war experiences. It is impossible that he
cannot have had some of the emotions Lhat
fell to Walt Whitman and Emily Dickin-
son, two or our most native and powerful
writers, and il he had themn they must
have affected him in an equally spiritual
way, since his was a nature as responsive
as theirs to the great.

This, too, in spite of the fact that Ins
was a slowly revealed talent and was
searcely suggested by the actual work he
did during the conflict. The drawings he
made for periodicals and his paintings of
that epoch were honest, searching and
e¢ven brond. That is almo<t as murh as
may be said for them. They were draw-
ings that bad to be looked ai. They had
something in them that an mtelligent mind
had torn from life at firt hand. They
were  respectable atlainments for any
artist to have accomplished but had
Winslow Homer died at that time America
would not bave had the giant artist paint-
ing for almost the first time with the gen.
uine American accent to be proud of.
Something developed Winslow Homer.
Something taught him =onfthing that
eannot be learned in schools. 1L it were
not the emotional impulses of the war that
stirred him 1t might have been. In writers
such soul evolutions may be traced, sinee
words are their media and all theiv steps
are recorded, but with painters u is i
ferent.  One may only divine.

Reaching out along my huok ~heives in
support of this theory that the soul fand
consequently the artist) reaches true no
nlity theugh. profound emotion. [ drew
out twa hdoks by the writers already men
tioned, Whitman and Fanly
Indeed {heir books are usually
clhow reach of my de=k and alway
when [ feel the need 10 be
Ameriean.
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Dramng by Pun:ell Jonu. at the
Knoedler Galleries. Mr. Jones,
who was wounded in battle, has re-
sumed his career as an artist.

upon the passages [ shall quole. Tt is
impossible 1o read them now without being
moved. It would have been clearly im-
possible for any onc with the germ of an
artist in him fo have had such contacls
with life .without etther dying of sheer
svmpathy er immeasurably expanding as
an artist.

In Whitman's “Specimen Days” is this:

“March 27, 1865. Sergeant Calvin F.
Marluwe, Company ', Twenty-ninth Ma=-
sachusetts, Third Brigade, First Division,
Ninth Corps—a marked sample of hero-
ism and death (some may say bavado, but
I say heroism of grandest oldest order),
in the late attack by rebel troops and
temporary caplure by them of Fort Stead-
mun. The fort was surprised st dead of
night. Suddenly awakened from their
sleep and rushing from their tents, Har-
lowe with others found himsell in the
hands of the seceshthey demanded his
surrender he answered, *Never while 1
live”

“LOT eourse it was useless. The others
surrendered ; the odds were too great.)
Again he was asked to yvield, this time by
a rebel Captaim.  Thouzh surrounded and
quite ealm he again refused, ealled sternly
to his comrades to light on and himselt
attempted to do so. The rebel Captain
then shot him, but at the same instant
he shot the Caplain. Both fell mortally
wonnded. Harlowe died alwost instantly.
The rebels were driven ont in a very short
Lime,

“The body was baried mext dav, hut
was soon taken up and «ent home (Plym
outh eounty, Massi. Harlowe was only
22 vears of age, was a tall, shm, dark
harred, blue eved voung man, had come
out omginally with the Twenty-ninth, nnd
that is the way he met lis death afier fonr
years campuign.  lle was in the Seven
Davs fiecht betore Richmond, in sccond

il Run, Antretam, first Frederiekshure,
Viek=burg. Jackson, Wilderness and the
campaign following: was a5 good a coldier
us over wore the blue and every old officer
e the reziment will bear that testimony,
and inoa common
rank he bad 5 spaeit as reoliate and brave
o any hero in the &
ern il was Ilﬂ.'l" ~ ;
1 surremdes Ml‘ﬂxl.-
think of =acl thing?,
all the =
war on which history dwells and makes i<
volanwes  fall asde and for the moment
al any e | e notluns butl young Caluin
Haviowe's tiemre e the meht disilainine

“Thoneh =0 young

. Anvient or -
]

¢ say the waords
died.  (When 1
Lnowing them well,
ast and comphiented®vents of the

to surrenders.”
Walt put  the
Anbigue” over the above enliy
nal. It would be possihly profane to adid
any eominent to the bieturs.
In 1861 Enmly Dickinson wratee
s
M

her boy o day from a wonnd ot Annap-

“A Yinlke

in lns jour

hesedinge,

to lier

Mikitns Band news of the death ot
olis.  Telesrram -i;:ru-n! by Frwar Steams,
You remember i, Another one il 0
October from fever eaught in the cunp.
Mm. Adams hersell has not rnisen from

bed sinee them  Christ be mereifull

Frazer Stearns is just leaving Annapolis.
His father has gone to see him to-day.
1 hope that ruddy face won't be brought
home frozen.”

But four months later it was,
1862, Emily wrole:

¢ %“Dgar Cunores: Yon have done more
for-me—tis least that I ean do to tell you
of brave Frazer—'killed at Newbern,’
darlings. His big heart shot away by &
‘Minie ball.’

“] had read of those—I didn't think
that Frazer would carry one to Eden with
him. Just as he fell in his soldier's cap
with his sword at his side Frazer rode
through Amherst. (lassmates to the right

of him and classuates to the left of him
to guard his narrow face! He fell by the
side of Prof. Clark, s superior officer,
lived ten minutes in u soldier's arms, asked
twice for water, murmured just ‘My God"
and passed! 4

“Sanderson, his classmate, made a box
of boards in the night, put the brave boy

In April,

in, covered with a blanket, rowed six miles .

to reach the boat—so poor Frazer came.
They tell that Prof. Clark eried like a
child when he missed his pet and could
hardly resume his pogt. They loved each
other very much. Nobody here could look
on Frazer—not even his father. The doe-
tors would not allow it.

“So our part in Frazer is done, bul you
must come next summer and we will mind
ourselves of this young crusader—too
brave that he could fear to die. We will
play his tunes, maybe he ean hear them;
we will try to comfort his broken hearted
FElla, who, as the clergyman said, ‘gave
him peeuliar  confidenee.”  Austin is
stunned completely. Let us love beiter,
children, it’s the most that's left to do.”

In the postseript to this lelter Emily
dropped the moral, signifiennt for artists:

“ "T'is dangerous to value, for only the
precious can alarm. [ noticed that Robert
Browning had made another poem and
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was astonished - tll T remembered that
I myseltl in my smaller way sang off ehar-
nel steps.  Fvery day life feels mightior
and what we have the power to be, mora
stupendous.”

The only thing T would like to point out
15 that two greal arlists were forming
themselves in the stressful days of the eivil
war, hat only long afterward was it seen
that their art was true. There were ap-
parently hundreds of more likely candi-
dutes tor the war lanreateship than Walt
Whitman, whose book Fmily herself had
never vesmd —<he “was told it was diszrace-
ful™ ~bmt he it was who finally and fit-
tingly sang the nation’s dirze for Lincoln.

In regard to style in war paintings it
s w.tlun the bounds of reason to Suppose
that after the return of our troops to
eivibion lite there wilk be more or less of o
renuisaanee of pretures on the Meissonier
ad e Neuville There will be
warriors, | can imagine, who will hayve a
soptunental affection for I|Il wur lrap-
pings they wiil have laj
will not be bothered by
ol the pictorial reprod
of the :q: are
el in ek,

tut that sort of thing is not deeply sper-
nilicant, and the war pretures conked up
from brarsay m studio will Luve no more
ehanee of prolonged Life than they hase
hiad heretotore.  The Yormalists theretore
who luive been so greatly distresed by
the attentions that have been showepod
upon the paieters of the abstraet and whoe
have been ersing on the housetops tor
vengesnee, will ot be heard.  They will
never semin bave an inmngs. Whtever
do it has a habit of puttine
The eubists and the
seadetcans will both g0, A new chapter
will begin, has ot this moment begun.  But
the meaning of it ard the strength of
will not be known for a decade.
Heine said that to the salonists of 1881

Iy e,

hruve, srnsilwve 1o the

else war max
preriods in history.




